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CHAPTER XV.

Suspicion and Discord,

Every one was nasty the next morn-
fng. Aunt Selina declared that her feet
were frostbitten and kept Bella rubbing
them with ice water all morning. And
Jim was impossible. He refused to speak

to any of us and he watched Bella fur-:
tively, ag if he suspected her of trying to |

g¢t him out of the house

When luncheon time came around and |

he had shown no indication of geing to
the telephone and ordering it, we Jad a

conciave, and Max was chosen to r.:indf

him of the hour. Jim was shut in the
studio, and we waited together In the
hail while Max went up. When he came
down he was somewhat rufiled.
“He wouldr't open the door,”
ported, “and when I told him it was
meal time, he sald he wasn't hungry
and dldn't give a whoop about t
rest of us. He had asked ug here to din-
ner; he hadn't proposed to adept us.”
So we finally ordered luncheon our-
selves, and about 2 o'clock Jim
downstairs, sheeplshly, and ate what
was left. Anne declared that Bella had
been scolding him in the upper hall, but
I doubted it. She was seen to
speak to him unnecessar
The excitement of the
Harbison and 1 remained o
armed neutrality. And Max
for Anna’s pearls, using them,
declared, as good
tinkering with the
the dumbwaliter, wh
est notions, and stopped once,
up from the kitchen, for an hour with
the dinner it. Anvhow, Max was
searching house aystematicall;
armed with copy of ‘s “Purloined
Letter” and Gaborian's “‘Monsic
coq."”" He went through the seats
chalrs with hatpins, tore up the
and lifted rugs, until the house was in
state of confusion. And the next
the four found someth
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dusty picture with Jimmy

ing every t = he moved any 1

the rest standing around watchin

Max was stru

“"We

he

he

never
v
ape over, Mr
n terms of
still
the
excuse to
nace or repairing
took the
half-way

N avoid

on
the
a Py
: P
Le-
the

th,
it was curious
poking ar

he

get

my wand—there
Then 1 prepa

y I
hi

looked at somethl
yond clasp fr

He tried

Max. There's |

‘e Out ve

know
his

wife

sleev
nor

as compared
peace. ge
in favor—? My

It was all well
later that he didn't dare to have the
vases 7 R, ‘£ he had stuck bhe
th all sorts of chorus girl photograph
and life erayons that were not
Aunt 8 eye, besides four empty
siphons two full ones, and three bhottles
of whisky. Not a believed him
there was a new element of suspicion
and discord in the house.

Every one went up on the roof and left

stery
in a preoccupled silence, with half-closed
eyes, an attitude that boded ili to some-
body. The rest were f ishly gay, and
Aunt Selina, with a pair of arctics on her
feet and hot-water bottle at her back, sat
in the middle of the tent and told me
familiar anecd of Jimmy's early
youth (had he known, he would
slain a Mr, Harbison had
found ball and were runr
arcund of children, It
quite certain that neither his escape
from death my isation weighed
heavily on him

While Aunt Sellna wag busy with the
time Jim had swallowed an open safety
pin, and just as the pin had been coughed
up, or taken out of his nose-I forget
which—Jim himself appeared and suilk-
fly demanded the privacy of the roof for
his training hour,

Yes, he was training. Flannigan claim-
ed to know the system that had reduced
the President to what he is, and he and
Jim had & seance every day which left
Jim feeling himself for bruises all even-
ing. He claimed to be losing flesh; he
sald he ¢ actually feel it going, and
he and F! gan had spent an entire

enough for Jim
for
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afternoon in the cellar three days before !

with a potato barrel, a cane-seated chair,
and a lamp.

T¥e whole thing had been shrouded in
mystery. They sandpapered the inside
of the barrel and took out all the nails,
and when they had finished they carrfed
it to the roof and put it in a cerner be-
hind the tent. Everybody was curious
but Flannigan refused any information
about it, and merely said it wag part of
nls system. Dal said that if he had any-
thing like that in his system he certain-
iy would be glad to get rid of it

At a quarter to § Jim appeared, still

re- |

came |

hunted |

men | ¥

queer- |

beds, |

Anne drank her tea |

have |

Ming
was |

sullen from the events of the afternoon
and wearing a dressing-gown and a pair
{ of siippers, Flannigan following him with
i & sponge, a bucket of water, and an
| armful of bath towels. Everybody pro-
!tested at having to move, but he was
firm, and they all filed down the stairs.
I was the last, with Aunt Selina just
| ahead of me. At the top of the stalrs
| she turned around suddenly to me.

{ “That policeman looks cruel,” she said,
““What's more, he's been in & bad humeor
all day., More than likely he'll put James
| flat on the roof and tramp on him, under
pretense of training him.
| are inhuman.”

something like that,” I protested.
“James had a bump llke an egg over
i be ear last night,” Aunt Selina insisted,
| glaring at Flannigan's unconscious back.
i"I don’t think it's safe to leave him. It
{is my time to relax for thirty minutes,
or I would wateh him. You will have to
stay,” she sald, fixing me with her im-
perious eyes

So I stayed. Jim didn't want me, and
{ Flannigan muttered mutiny. But it was
easier to obey Aunt Selina than to clash
"with her, and anyhow I wanted to see
he barre] in use

I never saw any one train before. It is
inot a joyful spectacle. First, Flannigan
!made Jim run around and around the
roof
brought
be

it in contact with his liver, to
digested
from

sort,

meekness
m a in the kitchen,
cam@ an autocrat on the roof,
“On he would say.
1 £ Piek up your feat!"
And Jim would stagger doggedly past
me, where I sat on the parapet, his poor
cheeks shaking and the tall of his bath
robe wrapping itself around his legs.
Yes, he ran in the bath robe In deference
{to It seems there isn't much to a
running suit,

Head up,” Flannigan would =ay.
your sir. Didn't you ever
horse with string halt?”

He let him stop finally and gave him a
to get his breath. Then he set
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the h in the tent
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in't mean to offend you,” he said
“Only I'm tired of having you
down my throat every time I
my mouth, Kit. And don't go just
lannigan !8 going for my clothes
¢ lights the—the lamp, and—

» ought to watch the stairs.”
was all there was to it. I =aid
guard the steps, and Flannigan,
ted the combination, what-
went downstairs. How was
that Bella would come up
1en she dld? Was it my fault that the
got too high and that Flannigan
n't hear Jim calling? Or that just
la reached the top of the steps
ild come to the door of the tent
aring the barrel part of his hot-alr

ot and yelling for a doctor?

lla came to a dead stop on the upper
step, with mouth open. She looked
at Jim, at the Inadeguate barrel, and
from them she looked at me. Then she
began to laugh, cne of her hysterical gig-
and turned and went down
and I stared at each
hear her gurgling down

he

know

el

her

gles
ag As
other we
| the hall below

She had violent hysterics for an hour,
with Anne rubbing her forhead and Aunt
Selina burning a feather out of the
feather duster under her nose. Only Jim
and 1 understoed, and we did not tell
Luckily, the next thing that occurred
drove Bella and her nerves from every-
body’'s mind.

At 7 o'clock, when Bella had dropped
asleep and everyvbody else wag dressed
for dinner, Aunt Sellna discovered that
the house was cold and ordered Dal to
the furnace.

It was Dal's day at the furnace; Flan-
nigan had been relieved of that part of
the work after twice setting fire to a
chimney.

In five
i spoke a

she
Jim

could

minutes Dal came back and
few words to Max, who fol-
{lowed him to the basement, and in ten
minutes more Fiannigan puffed up the
it steps and called Mr. Harbison.

| I am not curious, but I knew that
| something had happened. While Aunt
Selina was talking suffrage to Anne—
who said she had always been tremen-
dously interested in the subject, and if
' women got the suffrage would they be
{allowed to vote?—I slipped back to the
| dining-room.

The table was laid for dinner, but Flan-
nigan was not in sight. I could hear
voices from somewhere, faint voiceg that
talked rapidly, and after a while I lo-
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men were all in the basement, and some-
thing must have happened. I flew back
to the basement stalfs, to meet Mr. Har-
bison at the foot. He was grimy and
dusty, with streaks of ccal dust over his
face, and he had been examining his re-
volver. I was just In time to see him
slip it into his pocket.

“What is the matter?
“Is any one hurt?”

“No one,” he sald coolly.
cleaning out the furnace.”

“With a ‘revolver! How

I demanded.
“We've been

interesting-—

All policemen l;nd unusual!™ I sald dryly, and slipped

ast him as he barred the way. He was

“He oniy rolls him over a barrel or | POt pleased; I heard him mutter some-

thing and come rapidly after me, but I
had the volces as a guide, and I was not
going to be turned back like a child. The
men had gathered around a low stone

jarch in the furnace-room and were look-

ing down a short flight of steps into a
sort of vault, evidently under the pave-
ment. A falnt light came from a small
grating above, and there was a close,
musty smell in the air.

“I tell you it must have bheen last
night,” Dallas was saying. “Wilson and
I were here before we went to bed, and
I'll swear that hole was not there then.”

“It was not there this morning, sir,
Flannigan insisted. “It has heen made
during the day.”

“And it could not have been done this
Mr. Harbison sald quietly.
“I was fussing with the telephone wire
down here. I would have heard the
noise.”

Something in his volce made me look
at him, and certainly his expression was
unusual. He was watching us all intent-
ly, while Dallas pointed out to me the
cause of the excitement. From the main
floor of the furnace-room a flight of
Eione steps surmounted by an arch led
the coal cellar, beneath the street.
The coal cellar was of brick, with a ce-
floor, and In the left wall there
gaped an opening about three feet by
three leading into a cavernous vold, per-
black—evidently a similar vault
belonging to the next house.

The whole place was ghostly, full of
shivery with possibilities. It
was Mr. Harblson finally who took Jim's
wled through the aper-
We waited In dead silence, listen-
crunching over the coal
beyond, watching the faint veliow iight

the wall. Then he came back and called
through to us

“Place is locked over hers,”
“Heavy oak door at the
steps. Whoever made that
done a prodiglous amount
nothing

‘he wea

he sald,
head of the
opening has
of labor for

pon, a crowbar, lay on the

ide the bricks, and he picked
and balanced it on his hand. Dal-
florid face was almost comical in his
nt; ag for J e slammed
ce and walked
away. At the door he turned around.

1y don't 15¢ me of it?" he
asked bitterly. ¢ you could find a
lump coal pockets if you
searched me.”

He stalked up the stairs then and left
us. ‘Dallas and I went up together, but
we did not talk. There seemed to be
nothing to say. Not until I had eclosed
and locked the door of my room did I
venture to look at something that I car-
ried in the palm of my hand. It was a
not running—a gentieman's flat

it had been hanging by
a nall in the bricks beside tha

un
ur

las’

of

its fob to
aperture
In the back of the watch were the ini-
tials T. H. H. and the picture of a girl,
cut from a newspaper.
It was my picture

CHAPTER XVI.

I Face Flannigan.

Dinner waited that night while every-
pody coal cellar and stared
at the hole in the wall and watched while

it and of some
footprints in the coal dust on the other
side.

I did neot go
with the gulity

went to the

I went

watch

into

a

the library

in fold of my

the ragged opening In |

gown, and found Mr. Harbison there,
staring through the February gloom at
the blank wall of the next house, and
quite unconscious of the reporter with a
drawing pad just below him in the area-
way. I went over and closed the shut-
ters before his very eyes, but even then
he did not move.

“Will you be good encugh to turn
around?” I demanded at last

“Oh!" he said, wheeling.
here?”

There wasn't any reply to that. 8o ]
took the watch and placed it on the Ili-
brary table between us. The effect was
all that I had hoped. He stared at it
for an instant, then at me, and with his
hand outstretched for it, stopped.

“Where did you find it?" he asked. 1
couldn’t understand hlg expression. He

“Are you

“I think you know, Mr, Harbison,”
retorted, .

“I wish I dld. You apened it?"”

“Yes.”

We stood looking at each other across
the table. It was his glance that wa.
vered.

““About the plcture—of you,"” he said at
last. ‘““You see, down there in South
America a fellow hasn't much to do in
the evenings, and a—a chum of mine and

the plutocrats, the—the leisure classes.
And when that picture of yours came in
the paper we had—we had an argument.
He sald—" He stopped.

“What did he say?"’

“Well, he saild it was the pleture of an
empty-faced wociety girl.”

“Oh!” I exclaimed.

“I=I maintained there were possibili-
ties in the face.’”” He put both hands on
the table, and, bending forward, looked
down at me. “Well, I was a fool, I ad-
mit. I sald your eyes were kind and can-
did, In gpite of that haughty mouth. You
gee, I said I wag a fool’

“I think you are exceedingly rude,” I
managed finally. “If you want to know
where I found your watch, it was down
in the coal cellar, And if youn admit vou
are an idiot, I am not. I-I know all
about Bella's bracelet—and the hoard on
the roof, and—oh, if you would only
leave—Anne’s necklace—on the coal, or
somewhere—and get away—""

My volce got beyond me then, and I
dropped into a chajir and covered my
face. I could feel him staring at the
back of my head.

“Well, I'll bhe-"r
said finally, and
heel and went out.
my eves dry (ves,

something or other, he
then he turned on his

By the time I got
I was crying; I al-
ways do when I am angry) I heard Jim
coming downstairs, and [ tucked the
watch out of sight. Would any one have
foreseen the trouble that watch would
make!

Jim was sulky. He dropped Into a
chair and streached out his iegs, looking
gloomily at nothing. Then he got up and
ambled into hig den, closing the door be-
hind him without having spoken & word,
It was more than human nature could
stand,

When I went into the den he was
stretched on the davenport with his face
buried In the cushions. He looked abso-
lutely wilted, and every line of him was
drooping.

“Go on out, Kit,” he said, In a smoth-
ered volce. “"Be a good girl and don't
foilow me around.”

“You are shameiess!” I gasped. “Fol-
low you! When you are hung around my
neck like a—llke a—'" millstone was what
I wanted to say, but I couldn’t think
of it

He turned over and looked up from his
cushions like an ill-treated and suffering
cherub.

“I'm dona for, Kit,” he groaned. ‘“‘Bel.
la went up to the studio after we left
and investigated that corner.’
| *“What did she find? The neckliace?’ I
| asked eagerly. He was too wretched to
| notice this.

"'No; that pleture of you that I did last
| winter. She {8 crazy—she says she is
| going upstairs and sit Takahiro's room
iand take smallpox an

“Fiddlesticks!"” ly, and some-
‘hf'd)' hammered on the door and opened

I sald rude

“Pardon me for disturbin Bella
saild in her best dear-me-I'm-glad-I-
knocked manner. ““But-—Flannigan says
the dinner has not come.”

“Good Lord!* Jim exclaimed. “I for-
got to crder the confounded dinner!™

It was 8 o'clock by that time, and as it
toock an hour at least after telephoning
the order, everybody looked b k when
they heard. The entire v, except
Mr. Harbison, who had not appeared
agaln, escorted Jim to the telephone and
sung around hungrily, suggesting
dishes every minute nd
couldn’t ralse Central
minutes before we gave up, i
staring at one another desyp

“Call out of a window and get one of

you,”
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WILL SAIL HER OWN BOAT.
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Richest woman skipper fa American waters, who s planning to sail her own
boat again this cesson in the triais for the boats which wili meet
the Spanish boats to be sent over 1o the race for the Taft cup in August.
She asks and expects no chivalrous favors from her male competitors. Miss
Sargent Is a noted horsewoman and sutomobilist, as well as au expert

sallor and soclety woman,
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I—were awfully down on what we called |

1
i

i useful for once,” Max suggested. But he
| was indignantly hushed. We would have |
 starved first. Jim was peering Into the |
i transmitter and knocking the receiver

looked embarrassed, but not at ali a{rsid‘

i back, picked up the watch, and luvoked

those infernal reporters to do something

against his hand, like a watch ‘that had
stopped. But nothing happened. Flan-
nigan reported & box of breakfast food,
two lemons, and a pineapple cheese. a
combination that didn’t seem to iend
itself to anything.

We went back to the dining-room from
sheer force of hahit and sat around the
table and looked at the lemonade Flan-
nigan had made. Anne would talk about
the salad her last cook had concected,
and Max told about a little town in Con-
necticut where the retaurant keeper
smokes a corn-cob pipe while he cucks
the most luscious fried clams in Amerieca,
And Aunt Selina related that in her fam-
fly they had a recipe for chicken smoth- |
ered in cream. And then we sipped the
weak lemonade and nibbled at the chees=.

“To change this gridiron martyr ‘om,” |
Dallas said finally, “where's Harbison?
Still Jooking for his watch?”

“Watch!” Everybody said it In a aif-
ferent tone.

“Sure,” he responded. “Says his watch |
was taken last night from the studio. |
Better get him down to take a squint at |
the telephone. Likely he can fix it.”

Flannigan was beside me with the '
cheese. And at that moment I felt Mr.
Harbison's stolen watch slip out of my
girdle, slide greaslly across my lap, and |
clatter to the floor. Flannigan stooped, |
but luckily #t had gone under the tahle. |
Tc have had it picked up, to have had to |
explain how I got it, to see them try to |
ignore my picture pasted im it—oh, it was |
impossible! I put my foot over it

“Drop something?' Dalias asked per- |
functorily, rising. Flannigan was still
half kneeling.

“A fork,” I said, as easily as I could,
and the conversation went on. But Flan- |
nigan knew, and I knew he knew. He
watched my every movement like a hawk
after that, standing just behind my chalr.
I dropped ‘my uselesg napkin, to have it
whirled up before it reached the floor. I|
said to Betty that my shoe buckle was
loose, and actually got the watch in my
hand, only to let It slip at the critical
moment. Then they all got up and wen:
sadly back to the library, and Flannigan
and I faced each other,

Flannigan was not a handsome man at
any time, though up to then he had at
least looked amliable. But now as 1|
sto0od with my hand on the back of my |
chair his face grew suddenly menacing, |
The silence was absolute., I was the |
gulitiest wretch alive, and opposite me
the law towered and glowered and held
the yellow remnant of a pineapple |
cheese! And in the gilence that wreiched |
watch lay and ticked and ticked and |
ticked. Then Flannigan creaked over |
and closed the “door Into the hall, came

it
“You're ynlucky, I'm thinkin’,” he said
finaliv. "You've got the nerve ail right,
but you ain’'t cute enough.” |

“1 don’t know what you mean,” I qua-
vered. "Give me that watch to return
te Mr. Harbison.”

“Not on your life,” he retorted easily.
“l give it back myself, llke I did the
bracelet, and—like I'm going to give back
the necklace, if you'll act like a sensible
little girl.”

I could only choke.

“It's foolish, any way you look at it.”
he persisted. “Here you are, lots of
friends, folks that think you're all right
Whys I reckon there isn't one of them
that wouldn't lend you money if you
needed it so bad.” {

“Will you be still?” I sald furiously. |
"Mr. Harbison left that watch—with me |
—an hour ago. Get him and he will tell
you so himself!"

“Of course he would,’”” Flannigan con-
ceded, looking at me with grudging ap- |

at

| There were volceg In
| gAan came closer

|
f
|

!
|
i

|
!
|
i
|
|

new |
then — he |
fifteen ;
stood |

|

|

| IU's tl.e hour of noon, and life's but a day:;

proval. “He wouldn't be what I think he |
is if he didn’'t lle up and down for you.” |
the hall. Filanni- !
"“An hour ago, you say.
And he told me it was gone this morn |
Ing! It's a losing game, miss, I'll] give |
you twenty-four hours and then—the
necklace, if you please, miss.”

[TO BE CONTINUED TO-MORROW.]

THE GRACE OF REMEMBRANCE.

(Written for The Washington Herald.)

remember, don't you,

years

Of work and worry were washed in tears?

Is it the man or the woman who cares
most

The “what has been' changed in to-day's
ghost?

You black

bef

Lat your heart open, put your hand in|
mine, |

And lead me deep 'n to-day's divine:

Drop the burden your shoulders now bear

For dreams of youth and freedom from
care.

You remember, don't you? Let mind mas-
ter clay,

I'm not probing for tears, ] want you to|
smile,

the old-time
awhile.

Give laugh, be glad for

You remember,
sou] speech,
Let nothing be hidden, each from each:

don't you? Give your

Come and take my hand, let's cross sor-| i

row sands {
And wave good-by to these grown-up"
lands, !
Lean closer and smlile with tender eyeu.\P
You remember, don't you, tho' grown sol
wise? !
Let's go back to joys of early years,
Win sweetness again from a Iifetime's
tears.

Don't your soul fee] dear littie creepings
That sob into forgotten leapings;

Hast thou no answer to touch of mine,
No incense of joy before love's shrine?

Just remember, Honey, when these dreams
1 start

It's because you're tugging at my heart,

And love bids me the path of childhood
take

To maks life sweeter for your dear sake.

Undaunted, my sou] with
and its task,

At your threshold to rest is al} that I ask,

And, like a child, I'll keep on my way,

Straight is the path, I'll go not astray.

its strength

Down sweet lanes of bloom, we used to
to know
Free limbed, joose-halred, as a child may

BO. .
The fire of youth and its hagdihood
My birthright to the wild and the wood.

You are looking at me with bewilderead
eyes,

And viewing me over with mute surprise;

This to my shame, when I reached your
door,

Ghost-like were the garments I wore.

“You've traveled far” (and you smile),

How tired you are, come rest awhile:

To-day iz the place, where God wants you

The present, the work of love to do.”

“The grace of remembrance
right here,

You say, and It grows sweeter each year

The song of youth that used to be

Is ficher to-day in its melody.”

is here,

“Your grown-up heart was not wise nor
deep,

Or out of my strength my words were
weak;

Across years and years, I love you dear,

And as man to woman I want you here.”

ALLIE SHARPE BALCH,
132 Euclid street, June, 1910,

The Retort Courteous.
From Lippincott's.

A young woman had fallen upon the
fce-covered pavement, and a man stepped
forward to offer his services.

“Allow me—" he began, but his feet
slipped and he fell flat upon his back,

“Certainly,” responded the young wom-
an gravely."

But I will hope to see him yet in

“The Bilue Bells of Scotland” s
one of the most popular of the many
popular songs of the land of the
thistle It was written by Miss
Annie MecVicar, a young Scottish
woman, who spent considerable of
her early life: in America. The oc-
casion which prompted the words of
this song was the departure of the
Marquis of Jantly for the continent
with his regiment in 1799,

Ritson, in his “North Country
Chorister,” printed in the year 1802,
has included this song under the
title “The New Highland Lad" In
referring to It he says:

“The song has been lately intro-
duced upon the stage. Originally it
was called ‘The Blue Bells of Scot-
land,’ but was reviseq by Mrs. Jor-
dan, who altered the words and
sang them to a tune of her own,
which suppressed the old alr.”

When Charlegs Mackay sand Sir
Henry Rowley Bishop were arrang-
ing old English airs, this song came
under discussion. Mackay says:
““The Blue Bells of Scotland’ is al-
most invariably spoken of as a
Scoteh air; but Sir Henry found rea-
son to suspect that it was English,
and urged me to write new words
to it, to dispossess, if possible, the
old song of Mrs. Jordan. He was
induced to form this opinion by re-
from Mrs. Fitzgerald “a
Sussex tune’ to a song commenc-
ing ‘Oh, 1 have been a forester
this many a long day.’

“Three or four bars of the melody
were almost identicat with the seec-
ond bar of “The Blue Bells of Scot-
land’ but as the remainder bore no
resemblance to that popular favor-
fte, and the whole tune was so
beautiful it was well worth
preserving, I =o far complied with
Sir Henry's wish as to write ‘The
Magic Harp,’ to Mr. Fitzgerald's
kind contribution to our work.”

Sir Henry wrote, under date of

2231 of Oectober, 1852: "I am
strongly of the opinion that when
Mrs. Jordan, the singer, composed
‘The Blue of Scotland,” she
founded her air upon that rescusd
from oblivion for us by Mr. Fitzger-
&ld—or rather that see originally
intended sing it to that tune,

ding some parts of it too high
voice, which was or a very
ompass, she altered them,
air became that of “The
Bells of Scotland.””
nie McVicar was born in Glas-
Scotland, February 21, 1755,
ather was an officer in the
army and the fortunes of
the service brought him to America
when daughter was two years
One day the little Annle was
trudging along a mile from
and when a friend picked
she sald, “I am going to
to see papa.”

iater, the mother and
ianded at Charleston, and
the soldier father in a
Albany. Here Annie grew
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“THE BLUE BELLS
BY ANNIE MVICAR GRANT.

Oh'! where, tell me where is your Highland laddie gone?

Oh! where, tel]l me where 18 your Highland laddie gone?

“He's gone with streaming Banners, where noble desds are done,
And my sad heart will tremble, till he comes safely home.”

Oh! where, tell me where did your Highland laddie stay?
Oh! where, tell me where did your Highland laddie stay?
“He dwelt beneath the holly trees, beside the rapid Spey,

And many a blessing followed him, the day he went away.”

Oh! what tell me what does your Highland laddie wear?

Oh'! what tell me what does your Highland laddie wear?

“A bonnet with a lofty plume, the gallant badge of war,

And a plaid across the manly breast that yet shall wear a star.”

Suppose, ah, suppose, that some cruel, cruel wound,

Should plerce your Highland laddie, and all your hopes confound;
“The pipe would play a cheering march, the banners round him fly,
And for his king and cougtry dear with pleasure would he die.”

“But I will hope to see him yet in Scotlapd’s bonnie bounds,

His native land of liberty shall nurse his glorious wounds,
While wide through all Highland hill his warlike name resounds.”

“The

'OF SCOTLAND.”

Seotland’s bonnie bounds;

to girlhood. 8he had 2 playroom
in which she kept two treasures be.
side Indlan trinkets and relics of
Scotland—Mllton, and a dictionary.
“The Paradise Lost” she knew by
heart, and the good and evil angels
were her playmates instead of
French dolls.

A singularly apropos quotation
from Milton go delighted Mme.
Schuyler, then the Lady of the
Land, that she took the little girl
under her own roof, When Annie
was thirteén years old, the family
returned to Scotland, and spent
three years on the banks of the
Cart, near QGlasgow, when they
moved to Fort Augustus. Here
Miss McVicar married Rev. James
Grant, chaplain of the fort, who
wasg appointed minister at Logan, in
Inverness-shire,

Mr. Grant died, leaving his wife
with eight children dependent upon
her. In this emergency, her old
knack at rhyming came into her
mind. and she collected her poems
and pubiished them successfully by
subseription, A few years later she
published three volumes, entitled
“Letters from the Mountains” which
passed through several editions.
Two years afterward she brought
out the “Memoirs of an American
Lady.” the most interesting of her
works.

Other volumes of prose and verse
followed, and, with a pension grant-
ed her by the government, she pass-
2d the rest of her days In comfort,
surrounded by warm friends, in the
city of Endinburgh. She reached the
age of elighty-four, with faculties
almost unimpaired. Prof. Andrew
8. Norton, of Cambridge, wrote her
from this country.

“It was delightful to find vou in
old age, after such severs trials, so
supported and strengthened by the
power of God, not resigned merely,
possessing not the calm benevolence
of age alone, but the kindlier feel-
ings in their freshness and flower
which, beautifd]l as they are in
youth, become so much more deeply
interesting when we know that care
and sorrow had no power to ‘wither
them.” Mrs. Grant died November
7, 1838,

Lockhart speaks of Mrs. Grant as
“a shrewd and sly observer.”

"Good Mrs. Grant,” said Scott. “is
80 very cerulean, and surrounded by
s0 many fetch-and-carry mistresses
and misses, and the maintenance of
such an unmereciful correspondence,
that though I would gladly do her
any kindness in my power, vet I
should be afraid to be very Iintimata
with a woman whose tongue and
pen are rather overpowering.”

This was written when he was
annoyed by a report emanating from
America that he had confessed to
Mrs. Grant his authorship of the
“Waverley Novels,” and he adds:
“She is an excellent person, not-
withstanding.”

Press” Company.)
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THE WRECKING TRAIN.

Rallroad Men Wheoe Get Busy When
an Acclident Happens,
From the New York Sun,

It takes just about five minutes [or the
New York Central wrecking crew at
Utica, N. Y., to get under way when a
wreck happens somewhere east of Kirk-
ville or west of Albany, which is the us-
ual tarritory covered by this crew, a dis-
tance of thirty-eight miies to the west-
ward and eighty-seven miles to the east-
ward. Five minutes is the time required
if the wreck happens in the daytime.
If the accident happens at night the use
of the telephone gets every member of
the crew out of bed, in which case it
requires about fifteen minutes to get the
crew together and the engine hitched to
the seven-car train. The wrecking ag-
gregation located at Utica is typical of
the wrecking outfits of the Central rali-
road

When two trains run Into each other
and mess things ap and hurt somebody
the wrecking crew's first business 1s to
care for the wounded. In Utica the New
York Central has the names of four phy-
sicians on its list, and when the wreck-
ing crew hears that some one is hurt one
of these doctors is notified. If the wreck
is a large one, not only are all four doe-
tors taken along, but alse all others who
can be obtained. The wrecking train is
also supplied with first aid to the injured
outfits.

The wrecking (raln consists of seven
cars, the steam crane, the idler, over
which the boom hangs, with a cabin on
the other end in which ride the crane
engineer and the rigger: a dining and
sleeping car combined, in which the crew
eats and sleeps; a tool car, a blocking
car, which carries the blocks used In
blocking up cars, and two cars loaded
with trucks which may be piaced ugder
cars when wheels or axles have been
twisted,

An ordinary wrecking crew consists of
the wrecking master, a crane engineer,
a rigger, and eight wreckers. The assist-
ant train master accompanies the crew
to learn how the wreck happened and Yo
attend to other mafters. When the wreck
is large the size of the crew is increased.

The steam crane constantly keeps
steam up ready for business and the fire
is never drawn without ths permission
of the superintendent. When the wreck-
ing crew learns of a wreck the first avail-
able engine is honked to the seven cars,
and no time is wasted in arriving at the
scene 2f action.

The first thing the steam crane does is
to hoist the debris off the track. Just as
soon uonoo{tm tracks has been opened

the wrecking master reports to the su-
perintendent and gives him an estimate
of the length of time it will require tc
open the other tracks

The wrecking master is in full com-
mand at the wreck. One of the wreckers
acts as a clerk and takes note of every
bit of damage done, for it will be his
business to make a detailed report of
what happened .n the mixup. If the na-
ture of the wreck indicates the cause, he
will report that also.

The crane has a lift rating of sixty
tons, which is sufficlent to hoist & frelght
car bodily upon a track. When it tack-
les & passenger car it can lift one end
at a time. Whenever the crew goes to
the electrified West Shore Railroad the
members wear rubber boots and rubber
gloves as extra precautions, altheugh the
current is supposed *o be turned off from
the third rail after a wreck has happened

NEWEST FORTUNE TELLER.

The Telephone Girl, from =z Giass
Case, Reveals Your Future.

The gypsy queen and the H
princess who tell your fortune for
cent in the phonograph rooms give it to
you printed on a card, says the New
York Sun. High In a glass case, and life-
size In form the lady sits, with one hand
outstretched over an array of playing
cards, and when you have dropped your
cent in the slot In the machine's base
the lady up above moves her hands back
and forth over the face of the cards be-
fore her and looks very wise and then
in a moment there iz popped out to you
from below a bit of pasteboard on which
you find your fortune. The newest of
‘these fortune tellers taliks it right into
;‘10\;1‘ ear; she is called the telephonse
-Birl,

Like the others the telephone girl sits,

lifesize, high M a glass case on a pedestal
containing the mechanfsm; but the ap-
paratus is somewhat different. Mere you
find arrayed, over which the hand of the
figure sways, the same layout of playing
cards; but here instead of a raven perch-
ed at the fortune teller's eibow you find
rising from the table in front of her the
curved arm of a telephone transmitter,
which s piaced at a height convenient
to the telephone girl's lips.
“.At one corner of the hase of this ma-
chine is the siot to put the cent in, and
on the other corner on the customary
hook hangs a telephone receiver. Drop a
cent In the slot and place the receiver at
your ear and “There is a trouble in store
for you,” says the telephone girl, “but
don't be alarmed, you'll come out all
right. Don't lean on others, but trust
yourself and go ahead,” and so on.




